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Love is Unfair 


Author's Notes: 
| do not own the characters mentioned by name. 


Every character in this story is over 20 years old. 


Finally, it was over. They felt each other's skins, lips, breath, the need between two lovers. His arms tight 
around her, feeling every inch of her body. 


The pack meeting felt like forever for freshly mated young couple. Hungry looks shared from Alpha towards 
his Omega, blush on her cheeks as she shyly looked down. His eyes quietly undressing those irritating layers of 
winter clothing. First Pack meeting of year, it was winter, and they decided to meet up in north. Sure, Lappi 
was beautiful place on winter, and he couldn't wait to make love to her under those Northern Lights they saw 


from their hotel rooms. 


As finally all clothes were off, bodies moving in steamy harmony together. He devours her skin with his lips, 
tasting every sweet inch she got. Her moans were honey to his ears as he licked on the still purple bite from 


few nights ago. 


Moans and grunts of lust and ecstasy filled the wooden room as he entered her in the night. Sure, their Pack 
would hear them and know what's going on, but other people walking past, thought they were just a horny 
couple fucking away in beautiful night. 


In other hand, in next little cottage room, Marco were trying to sleep. How wrong can it be? Tuomas fell in love 
with his sister, while he was in love with Tuomas. Life is so unfair. They were good 50 meters away behind 
two walls, still he could hear Tuomas breathing, grunting and moaning her name. Marco closed his eyes once 
again, turning in his bed and getting his phone and earpuds from nightstand. He couldn't listen that anymore, his 
heart broken, he put on some music. He thought to himself, Marco was fearless leader and an Alpha. He took 
care of other part of a Finland's Pack. And there he laid on the bed, looking to the sky trough the roof window, 
holding his tears. 


Of course Marco wanted best for his little sister and he knew that Tuomas is a good man, would take care of 
her and all. Still he felt empty. He tried to thing good things, how he could be an uncle to beautiful pups, but 
the feeling didn't go away. Part of him were lost the night he heard Tuomas give her the bite. Marco was lost 
and there were no going back. He let the tears slip and remembered what his good friend Tony, singer of 


Sonata Arctica, that one night told him. That everything would be good, and he shouldn't be afraid to cry. 


Tuomas was still awake, running hand trough his loved ones hair. As everything was quiet, Tuomas listened 
what was going on around. If people were having fun, or busting one his Pack mates for snoring too loud. But 
nothing, he heard nothing but some faint chords of sad song playing from someone's earphone. He listened 
more intently and heard it coming from Marco's cottage. And someone crying? Tuomas was sure he heard 


crying but why would Marco cry. 


He was probably just over caring for his little sister, Tuomas thought. 


If only he knew... 


